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calling Ruding names. With his diminished
proceeds he bought another ranch on the
mainland.
How he spent the next eight years I only
vaguely know. I don't think he came home at
all. Cunningham spoke of him as c Still the same
steady-going old chap, awfully respected ; but
no one knows him very well. He looks much as
he did, except that he's gone grey.'
Then ? like a bolt from hell, came the Great
War. I can imagine Ruding almost glad. His
imagination would not give him the big horror
of the thing ; he would see it as the inevitable
struggle,, the long-expected chance to show what
he and his country were made of. And I must
confess that on the evidence he seems to have
been made of even better stuff than his country.
He began by dyeing his hair. By dint of this and
by slurring the eight of his age so that it sounded
like forty odd, he was accepted, and, owing to his
Transvaal experience, given a commission in
Kitchener's army. But he did not get out to
France till early in 1916. He was considered by
his Colonel the best officer in the regiment for
training recruits, and his hair, of course, had soon
gone grey again. They said he chafed terribly
at being kept at home. In the spring of 1916 he
was mentioned in despatches, and that summer
was badly gassed on the Somme. I went to see
him in hospital. He had grown a little grey
moustache, but otherwise seemed quite un-